The Tragedy 

He winne ourancient right in France againe,' 

Or dye a fouldier as I liu’d a Kinm 

Glo. Short fummers likely haue a forward fprincv 
Enter young T orfe fllaflings, Cardinal!. 

Thic. Now in good time,heere comes the Duke of Yorle 
Erin. Richard of Torke how fares our noble brother : “ 1 
Ton W ell my deare Lord : fo mu ft I call you now 
Frin.I brother to our gricfe , as it is yours : 

Too late he died that might haue kept this Title 
Which by his death hath loft much maiefly, * 1 
Gl«, How faires our coufen noble Lord o fYtrfa 

r Tor.\ thanke you gentle VnclejO my Lord , 

Vou laid that idle weeds are faftin growth ; 

I he Prince iny brother hath ouer, growne mefarre. 

Cjlo. Hee hath my. -Lord*-- 
Tor. And therefore is he idle ? 

Glo. Oh hay fairecoufen I muft notfay fo. 
lor. 1 hen he is more beholding to you then I. 

Glo. He may command me as my fouerafonc. 

But yon haue power in me asm a kinfman? 

7 °f' * P ra y you vncle giue me this Dagger 
Glo. My Dagger little couien,withail my hearts 
Fnn, A begger brother ? 

Tor. Of my kind Vncle that I know will giue 
And being but a toy which is nogift , to giue 
% U ; * § rea t«S*fc thenthat fie giue my coufen. 

or, A greater gift , Q thats the Sword t© it. ) 
Glo. 1 gentle coufen were it light enough . 

tn J ° T l ? ? he " 1 fee y° u will part but with light gift; 

3n weightier things youle fay a begger nay. * * . 

Glo. It is to weighty for your grace to vveare. 

T or. I weigh it lightly were it heauier. 

Tor' Sr you haue my weapon-little Lord . 

of . How > ^4; Sll" 5 ’ 00,as} ’ ooallnK ’' 

Prm. My L. of Torke will ftill becrofTe in talke : 

1 2 W v >Ur S race knowes how to beare with him. 
yi‘ ou . meane to beare me , not to bearc with me- 

ynde, my brother mockcs both you and me, 


of Richard the Third. 

v^aufe that I am little like an Ape. 

Eotettat you Ihoald bearc me onc yoot ftoulders 
‘ b uC .\V ith what a fharpe prouided withe reafons, 

To mitigate the fcorne he giues his vncle, 

Hepretely and aptly taunts hi mfelfe: 

Socunning and fo young is wonderful!. 

Glo . My Lo. wilt pleafe you pafle along . 

My fclfe and my good coufio Buckingham, 

W ill to your mother, to intreat ofher 
To meet you at the Tower, and welcome you. 
r^.Whatwill'you go vnto the Tower my Lord 
-Prim My Lord proteftcr will haue it fo. 

Tor. I fhall not fleepe in quiet at the I ower* 

Glo. Why what fhould you feare ? 

Tor. Marry my vncle Clarence angry gholt : 
Mv^ranamtoldme,hewas murdred there, 

Pritt. 1 feare no vncles dead. 

G/tf. Nor none that liue, I hope. 

Prut. And if they liue,I hope I need not feare. 

Butcome my Lord, with a heauy heart 
Thinking on them, goe I vnto the Tower. 

Exeunt Prin .Tor. Haft. Dor. AT, anet B-flyBuc, 
Batf.Tninkeyou my L. this little prating Tor kg, 

Was not incenced by his fubtile mother , 

To taunt and fcorne you thus opprobrioufly ? 

Glo. No doubt,no doubt, O tis a perlous boy, 

r.old,quicke, ingenious, forward,capable. 

He is all the mothers from thetop to the toe. 

Buc. Well let them reft: come hither Cate shy. 

Thou art fworn as deeply toeffeft what weintend 
As clolely to conceale what we impart. 

Thou knoweft our reafons vrgd vpon the way : 

W bat thinkeft thou, is it not an eafie matter 
To make iVilliam LMaftings of our mind, 

Tor the inftalment of this nobleDuke, 

In the fcatc royall of this famous He ? 

Cat. He for his fathers fake lb loues the Prince, 

That he-will not be wonne to ought againft him. 

Ettc-YJ hat thinkeft thou then of Stanley , what will he 


